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the flowers1 and trees blossomed and the birds sang yearly in their appointed months; and he had a triumphant appreciation of her ever-new revelations of beauty. One of the " In Memoriam" poems, written at Bar-mouth 2, gives preeminently his sense of the joyous peace in Nature, and he would quote it in this context along with his Spring and Bird songs:
Sweet after showers, ambrosial air, That rollest from the gorgeous gloom Of evening over brake and bloom
And meadow, slowly breathing bare
The round of space, and rapt below Thro' all the dewy-tassell'd wood, And shadowing down the horned flood
In ripples, fan my brows and blow
The fever from my cheek, and sigh The full new life that feeds thy breath Throughout my frame, till Doubt and Death,
111 brethren, let the fancy fly
From belt to belt of crimson seas On leagues of odour streaming far, To where in yonder orient star
A hundred spirits whisper "Peace8."
But he was occasionally much troubled with the intellectual problem of the apparent profusion and waste of life and by the vast amount of sin and suffering throughout the world, for these seemed to militate against the idea of the Omnipotent and All-loving Father.
No doubt in such moments he might possibly have
1 Picking up a daisy as we walked, and looking close to its crimson-tipt leaves he said : " Does not this look like a thinking Artificer, one who wishes to ornament ?77    MS Note, E. F. G.
2 He notes this in his own hand.
8 See also Nos. LXXXVIII., LXXXIX., xci., cxv., cxvi., cxxi., cxxn.